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| Am So Impure 


The stage was set. It was going to be a hell of a special night. Jeordie had only played with the band for a few 
months and now was getting the chance to perform an intimate engagement with one of his idols, Peter 


Murphy. 


Bauhaus had pretty much influenced everybody in their scene. Before Jeordie became Twiggy Ramirez for a 
certain tall, dark pseudonym that frightened middle America, he dreamed of being like Peter. Of performing 
dark music, sexy, thumping, pounding. He brought that kind of sensibility to Amboogalard but was most able to 
utilize it with Manson. Well, after two years with A Perfect Circle, he was here with Nine Inch Nails. Though 
he and Trent went way back, to before Portrait of An American family, back to before the green dresses and 
the endless supply of drugs, he hadn't imagined he would be playing with Trent. He couldn't stay away from 
domineering musical geniuses if he tried. If Jeordie had a thing for reclusive, androgynous, and brooding front 


men, well, no one had complained yet. 


Turns out, Peter was a complete gentleman. When Trent discussed this radio special by invite only, he had 
known Peter had been playing "Reptile" and a few other Nails songs on a regular basis. Trent, in turn, played 
"Bela Lugosi's Dead" in tribute to the band that inspired a generation of Goths and dark rock music. Peter 


graciously accepted the offer to perform and so the date was set. 


Jeordie was sitting in the studio when Peter walked in Immediately his heart jumped out of his chest. Peter 
Fucking Murphy. Still retaining his tall dark stature, he looked more like a grizzled English grandfather these 
days. Someone Jeordie wanted desperately to call Daddy. 


He was snapped from his fantasies by Trent saying "I do believe you two have met before." They had. Back in 
199], Jeordie was known to the world as Twiggy and Peter had met Marilyn Manson As it was, Manson was not 
exactly thrilled about Peter brushing him off as evil. Peter had taken a liking to the bassist, though. Jeordie, 
sitting there in his tattered dress, was respectful enough to not ask for anything more than conversation 


Mostly, he was intimidated. 


Well, now was a chance to play with him. Really play some music. The 23 of June, and there was a small crowd. 


Mostly radio station winners and some lucky fans who happened to know somebody. Maybe fifty people in all 


Trent introduced himself, Atticus Ross, Jeordie, and finally Peter. The crowd was ready, restless. The energy 
was palpable. When they played Reptile, Jeordie could feel it in his bones and even lower. The primal thumping 
of the music was going to get him off. And he was this close to his hero. 


After the show, there was a meet and greet, where Trent and the band mingled with Peter and some select 
lucky fans. Jeordie couldn't stop himself from staring at Peter. Wondering, wondering. Calculating. 


Finally Trent extricated himself from Peter long enough for Jeordie to get an in. "Thanks for playing with us, 


man: 


Peter, in his distinguished English gentleman voice, just said "You're welcome." Then did a double take. "Hey, | 

recognize you now. You were the little bloke in the dresses from that scary band" Jeordie blushed. He didn't 
like to bring up the past if he could help it, and the Twiggy character had been dead for almost four years. 
"Yeah, that was me, and I'm trying to be taken more seriously as a musician these days. I'm not Twiggy 


anymore. Haven't been for a while." 
Peter apologized, saying "I figured if you are playing for Trent, you'd have moved on. Good on ya, son" 


Jeordie just blushed. Peter put his arm around him. "Ya know, lad, I'm free later if you want to come up to my 


hotel room." He gave him the room number and gave his back a pat. "See you in a while, then" 


The party finally ended. Slightly drunk, a little uneasy, and not steady on his feet, Jeordie made his way to 
Peter's room. He knocked, hesitating. Peter opened the door, towel wrapped around his waist. "Come in, i just 


took a shower." 


Jeordie obliged, and sat down on the couch in the little front room area. Peter sat next to him. 


"Are you comfortable?" Jeordie nodded. Peter leaned in. "You are beautiful, you know that? Imperfection is 


beauty.” 


Jeordie didn't know what to say. "Thank you, i think?" 


Peter smirked in his gentlemanly way. 


He could tell Jeordie was slightly uncomfortable but he wanted to break the tension. "Is it okay if | kiss you?" 


Jeordie just nodded, silenced by awe of this gorgeous man who thinks he's beautiful. How did this happen? 
Further, why was he questioning? 

Peter took Jeordie's perfectly imperfect face in his hands and gently kissed him, allowing Jeordie to kiss him 
back. The kiss deepened, the moment intensified Soon they were making out with abandon, forgetting the 
awkwardness of their earlier encounter. Peter took charge, and grabbed Jeordie by the hand and dragged him 
through the door way, making his way to the bed. He had peeled off the towel,allowing Jeordie to see his length 
for the first time. Without thinking, Jeordie got on his knees and began to worship Peter's cock with his mouth. 
Peter was his altar, his god and Jeordie was willing to give him everything. They continued like that for a while, 
Jeordie sucking on Peter's cock, Peter slightly fucking it his throat. 


Finally, Peter grabbed Jeordie by the hair and pulled him off. He stood him up and turned him around, so his 
back was to the bed. Peter pushed him down, never breaking eye contact, kissing him deeply. He whispered in 


his ear, "let me fuck you." 


This sent chills down Jeordie's spine. The only thing he could think to do is say "yes daddy." Obviously, Peter 
wasn't expecting that. He climbed over Jeordie and promised him he would take care of him. Slowly and gently, 
he massaged his ass. He began to prep Jeordie, enjoying the quiet moans that squeaked out of the younger 


man. Jeordie began to writhe underneath him, desperate to get more pleasure, to feel more of Peter. 


Finally, Peter pushed his cock inside. He went slowly, allowing Jeordie to adjust. At last, he hit bottom. Jeordie 
was whimpering, begging Peter to move. So Peter began to rock back and forth, slowly at first. He wanted to 
allow Jeordie to get used to him. Then he quickened the pace, moving above Jeordie while being encouraged by 
the younger man. Jeordie kept calling him Daddy, and Peter took that as an invitation to call him baby boy. And 
they kept fucking. 


It was a slow fuck, where every sensation was heightened and every moment built on the last. Peter was 
nibbling on Jeordie's ear and stealing kisses, while Jeordie was whining that he was going to explode. Finally, 
Peter hit that spot deep inside that caused Jeordie's whole body to stiffen. Then stutter. Then explode all over 
Peter's stomach. Soon after, Peter found his own release, chasing the pure pleasure that built inside of him to 


a cresendo. 


They both lay there, staring into one another's eyes as they rode out their waves. Then reluctantly, Peter 
pulled out. Still staring at Jeordie with tenderness and affection, he whispered softly to him. "Daddy's boy did 


well." 


Jeordie was happy that he got to fuck his idol, but he realized it may not happen again. He didn't dare ask, but 


Peter seemed to read his thoughts. "You can stay, if you want" 


So he did. And so they continued what they had begun earlier twice more that evening, until Jeordie could not 
feel his legs. They both crashed in a heap of covers and sweat and dried cum. And it was perfect. 


